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Alone over the Trees

Caught You

We sat in a surplus septic tank
buried in the floor of a soybean field,
covered with boards and brown corn stalks,
and waited for geese to pitch
into our decoys.
I sat on my hands with my gun between
my knees and listened to the guide talk.
"Geese stay with the same mate
for life." he said
as he rubbed his bare hands
that he held close to his camoflagued chest
under the pair of wooden calls
that dangled from his neck.
I watched my dad blow
the heat from the coffee
in the Thermos cup,
take a sip, and close his eyes to rest
and thought about him
thinking about my mother
trying to sleep alone
in a full size bed.
And in the grey light of that blind,
with his eyes closed, and his head back,
I wondered who he was.

Caught you smilin' at me.
That's the way it should be.
Your Mama told you not to talk to me,
But you're looking, and you're looking good.
Who's standing with you?
One of Daddy's boys?
Listen to him, he's talking to the side of your head.
Can you hear me talking to you?
You remember what I used to tell you.
You remember what we used to do when your Mama wasn't
Around, you used to tell me you didn't care what she
Said. You said you would do anything for me.
I just had to look at you and you would do anything.
That's what you said, I just had to look.
I'm looking. Do you see me looking?
Do you feel me looking?
I'm looking baby, I'm looking.
Do you feel me looking? I'm looking

Six geese set their wings to land.
We pushed the top open,
emptied our guns,
and when their screaming stopped
we climbed out of the ground
into the light, and separated
to pick up the five bodies
in the field.
I heard my dad shoot
a cripple as I watched
the one we missed fly
alone over the trees.
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